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was already called "The Mother of Cities" a millennium
before the Prophet cleansed the Kaaba of idols. But
for all who believe the Koran the place has been im-
measurably sanctified since it became the centre from
which our entire religion was sent forth.

Fifty generations of Mussulmen have stood in the way
of intruding infidels, severer and more uncompromising
on this subject than on all others. Even the most orthodox
Moslems know that some unbelievers did reach the town,
but fanatics and liberals unite in their belief that there
is something too intimate and sacred about Mecca to
make the presence of those upholding other faiths
desirable yonder.

I had been told that the journey of some forty miles
could be done on donkeys in less than two days; thus
I expected to arrive by the following sunset. My thanks
went out to Dr. Abdur Rahman for planning the time
of my journey as he had. The hooves of my mount
struck thumpingly against slithering sand until I could
feel the path changing to finely chipped rock.

"How good that we are not under the hot sun/' I
thought as the night wind flapped my ekram. Against
the stars I saw rock faces; we seemed to be trotting
through a kind of canon. Saving the fall of our donkeys'
feet there was nothing to be heard, not even the jackal
which laughs through the nocturnal veldt in Africa.
How the Wakeel found the track I do not know unless
incessant trekking to and from the coast had taught